The Night Dying

prairies of Leviathan. And, in midst, the dripping arches. It is
unreal, but the invention of a dream; their fretted, jagged outline
smoothing one asleep with poetry or unexpectedness. Like
strokes of the sepia brush, no more than that, they hang upon
the void, like the siren rocks, with Capri behind them, along the
Sorrentine coast. The barracoon, the Spanish bastion, is no more
than a ghost at foot of the tideless waters. Or, dressing in the
dark, one could go down the steps and, two hours later, lie off
Capri in a rowing boat. The sea would be full of white sails
coming out of the night. They were fishermen who worked
with the lantern, knocking, knocking, all night long, as in a wood
of false starlight. The water had lights in it lifted with the oar;
the cliffs had narcissus, and violets that the hands could gather.

Up above, in the orange grove, one could look for the darker
leaves and find a tangerine. No one, who has not done this can
know the touch of that red rind, its fieriness, and how cool it is
to feel. Within, it has a heart of ice. This melts and is nectar,
nectar with snow on it, melting down the throat. And, near by,
the waxwhite blossom scents the air that its leaves have darkened.
Here, then, wandered the thoughts of predilection, feeling for
the red gold globes. Day after day burned itself out in great
light, but with no heat, for there was snow upon the mountains.
Frost lay upon the chestnut leaves: there was white rime upon
the ilex and the tangerine. The sky was dove throated: the
meridian had no clouds.

But, here, it is a morning in another world. The rocks or
crags are Hebridean isles: outer defences, and emptiness beyond
them. Or so they seem, these images upon the windowpane.
They formed in sleep, a night or two ago, and, now, in this hour
of the dying, climb out of the mist. No one could reach to them
but fishermen, crackers of the carapace, troglodytes and oarsmen
of the coracle. With a sucking noise the tides shrink down the
rocks and, as quickly, are swollen up again. But the vision was
no more than this, nothing but the bare rocks. The light hardens,
it gathers and increases. It kindles, and the train of fire burns
into molten brightness and prevails.

This is a magical hour, the night dying and the new born day.
It is the hour at which most persons die, and many babes are
born. No one, who has heard a child first cry, or seen a woman,
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